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embers of Its own fuel. The dean had suffered an emotional
explosion that must have been hurtfal to himself while the object
of his attack was enjoying his customary tranquillity.
Having been persuaded against my will to undertake the study
of medicine, the outcome of zny attempt was disappointing, but
not discouraging. It ended nearly a month of conflicting doubts
and desires, and revived my former intention to leave St. Louis,
modified by a better understanding of vagrancy and by great
dissatisfaction with my present way of life. The future was still
on the lap of the gods, but one thing was sure: I was not going
to become a tramp.
The dean's blistering remarks had thrown additional light on
the character of Dr. Moffett, which I had begun to suspect would
not stand up without the support of his fascinating personality. I
recalled that each morning of late I had been dimly conscious of
a presence in the house after he had gone: some vague and
oppressive emanation which lingered through the day and
scattered or was masked on his return. I could sense it more
distinctly that evening; when I entered die library, the walls,
rugs, chairs, books, every piece of furnishing seemed to be
saturated with the same slightly sickening essence suggestive of
Dr. Moffett. I tried to read, but my thoughts were elsewhere, I
went up to my room and without fixed purpose began sorting
my few possessions. Dreading explanations, I rehearsed mentally
what I should say to him, if and when I decided to leave.
Presently old Henry drove in alone; the doctor had not been
in the office since noon. Downstairs I could hear Belle grumbling
about that misery in his head, and I knew what was expected
of me. There would be round after round of clubs, saloons and
dives, then hours of unwanted and often embarrassed waiting until
he passed out.
Why not get out tonight? Now? He owed me about twenty
dollars in wages, and I had ten dollars invested in a useless
matriculation fee. But I had more than a hundred in cash, which
was more than enough for my needs. And that ten dollars was
not a total loss, I reflected. I could tell the folks truthfully that I
was a regularly enrolled medical student, entitled to a lot of rights,
benefits and privileges. ...                                                        f
I found a canvas handbag and packed it with extra clothing,
carried it down to the front door. Belle always advanced me five
dollars expense money when I started out looking for the doctor.